RIVER AND  SEA

Tumble together the dark waves, and pour upon the

shore
A mighty deal of froth and weed, with which men

manure ground;
So Jove and Troy did drive the Greeks, and all their

minds confound.3

Nestor in doubt is like the deep troubled with a
dumb wave, which idly waits for a sure wind (xiv.
16-21).1 Chapman says the sea

c Pants and swells confusedly, here goes, and there
will stay.'

Compare Lucan's line:

Et dubium pendet vento cui pareat aequor.

(Phars., v. 602.)

Hector and Paris issuing from the gates are as welcome
to the Trojans as a wind to sailors weary with rowing
(vii. 1-7). The brightness of Achilles5 shield is like
to a fire in a lonely steading on the hills, seen from
the sea by sailors whom winds bear all unwilling over
the waters, far from their friends (xix. 375-80). The
fire, whatever its exact nature, makes them think of
home. This is Chapman's alarming interpretation:

c And as from sea sailors discern a harmful fire let run
By herdsmen's faults, till all their stall flies up in

wrastling flame,
Which being on hills is seen far off, but being alone,

none came
To give it quench, at shore no neighbours, and at sea

their friends/

One instinctively thinks of the plight of Odysseus
when the winds bear him far from Ithaca,

1 Gp. Thomson, Winter, 148; Tennyson, Merlin and Vivien.
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